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"What do you think of Arthur Symons?" I
asked.

"Oh, Frank, I said of him long ago that he
was a sad example of an Egoist who had no
Ego."

"And what of your compatriot, George
Moore? He's popular enough," I continued.

" Popular, Frank, as if that counted. George
Moore has conducted his whole education in
public. He had written two or three books
before he found out there was such a thing as
English grammar. He at once announced his
discovery and so won the admiration of the
illiterate. A few years later he discovered that
there was something architectural in style, that
sentences had to be built up into a paragraph,
and paragraphs into chapters and so on. Nat-
urally he cried this revelation, too, from the
housetops, and thus won the admiration of
the journalists who had been making rubble-
heaps all their lives without knowing it. I'm
much afraid, Frank, in spite of all his efforts,
he will die before he reaches the level from
which writers start. It's a pity because he has
certainly a little real talent. He differs from
Symons in that he has an Ego, but his Ego
has five senses and no soul."

"WKat about Bernard Shaw?" I probed fur-
ther, " after all he's going to count."